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Summary: It started with a transfusion to cure his illness. It became 
a fight for survival and his responsibility as a Hunter to end the 
plague of beasts that threatened the city of Yharnam. Before his 
journey begins, however, a force intervenes. Now, he is something 
more than a Hunter. Let the Hunt, and the Game, begin. Crossover with 
Bloodborne, the Gamer, and possibly more to come. 


Bloodborne: What Lurks Beneath 

**A/N: Hello, my dear readers. I'm sorry that I have been inactive 
for so long; a combination of a lack of creativity, real life 
affairs, and school work has left me with little time to write. In 
addition, I must apologize in advance: I may or may not be cancelling 
some of my stories. The reason for this is that for half of them were 
born of sudden and temporary inspiration and poor planning. My first 
story, in particular, was started primarily because of excitement 
from reading other such stories on this site.** 

**That story, and perhaps several others, may never be finished to 
due to a lack of ideas, a fading interest in the story or source 
material in general, and real life obstacles. Thus, if you feel like 
you want to continue the story or stories yourself, then feel free to 
PM me so that we can arrange something.** 

**With all of that said and done, I'm writing this story partially 
out of curiosity and partly because of an experiment I want to 
conduct . After reading a number of Gamer crossover stories, I felt 
like making another such crossover, this time with Bloodborne as the 
affected universe. Depending on your feedback, reviews, and interest 
in this story, this ****chapter may be either a oneshot or one of 
many. I will be taking suggestions from all of you who review on what 
perks, stats, items, and quests to write into the story.** 


**The Hunter will progress as one would normally in Bloodborne, 

though obviously a variety of things will be changed to accommodate 



the effects of the Hunter being The Gamer. I will attempt to keep him 
from being overpowered, as such a thing would detract from some of 
the main themes and selling points of the game: horror, a sense of 
futility, struggle, and the satisfaction of making 
progress . * * 

**Because I am almost certain that I will be making mistakes in 
grammar, punctuation, and in lore/plotholes , I will try to get a Beta 
to check everything over before I post the story. If I can't get a 
Beta, then I'll just continue as I have, so I apologize if you spot 
errors in the later chapters.** 

**Now that I've gotten all of that said and done, enjoy the chapter 
and feel free to leave a review if you wish. Any constructive 
criticism will be very much appreciated.** 

**Also, bear in mind that I update my chapters as I go along. So if 
it seems like I'm missing half the chapter, it's because I haven't 
written the rest or have yet to update the story with the completed 
chapter . * * 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own Bloodborne, the Gamer, or any other 
related content. All material in this story, including characters and 
story, are property of their respective owners.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The Hunter stood - his body unmoving and the ethereal glow that 
surrounded it moments before slowly fading - from his place before 
the Great One that controlled the Hunter's Dream. The abomination 
growled in unbridled fury, directing a roar that would tear any 
normal human's mind asunder at the mortal that dared to defy it. In 
response, the Hunter brandished Rakuyo in its separated state, his 
arms poised to block or counterattack . <p> 


After all of the struggles he faced in his journey, after all of the 
deaths and failures he endured, his journey had finally reached its 
climax. He had slain hundreds, if not thousands of crazed men, 
beasts, and Great Ones alike to accomplish his mission as a 
Hunter . 


Though, he did have some assistance along the way. 

A brief, nearly imperceptible flicker of his eyes towards the upper 
left corner of his vision gave him all of the information that he 
needed, courtesy of his "Gamer" ability. 


{ } 


**Name: Ashton ** 
**Title: Hunter** 
**Lv. 83** 

**HP: 7,789/14,800** 
**MP: 4,524/12,500** 
2, 176/6, 000** 


^ ^ SP 



**Hunter's Stats:** 


**Vitality: 83** 
**Endurance: 67** 
**Strength: 71** 
**Skill : 78** 

* *Bloodt inge : 54** 
**Arcane: 59** 
**Insight: 99** 


{ } 

His battle with Gehrman had taken more out of him than he had 
thought: his health was low and his mana was even lower. To make 
matters worse, he hadn't been able to heal or restock his supplies 
before the Great One had revealed itself. Ashton would have to be 
cautious; the fact that the thing before him controlled the Hunter's 
Dream meant that it potentially had the power to negate his ability 
to resurrect after dying. 

He could not afford to take any chances of failing, not after coming 
this far. 

The Great One made the first move, charging at the Hunter with a 
swipe of its foot-long claws. The man barely managed to evade the 
attack by strafe jumping to the left, the blade-like fingers of the 
creature's hands grazing his right side and leaving shallow tears in 
his Hunter's Garb. He suppressed a grimace of pain and jumped 
backwards to avoid a swipe from the tentacles on the abomination's 
head . 

Ashton lunged forward with Rakuyo and slashed at the Great One's 
head, landing a solid hit on its 'face' and eliciting a terrible 
shriek of pain from his foe. Enraged, it raised its hands above its 
head and swung down in an attempt to crush the Hunter like a bug. 
While he was able to dodge to the right, he was unable to avoid the 
headbutt that sent him tumbling to the side. 

Scrambling to his feet, the Hunter pulled out a vial filled with 
blood and jammed it into his side, giving him some health back as he 
kept his gaze fixated on the Great One. 

**HP: 8,789/14,800** 

A single mental command - ** [Observe] ** - gave Ashton information 
that made his heart nearly stop and his blood freeze in his 
veins . 

{ } 

**The Moon Presence** 


•k -k 9 -A- -jk- 



**HP: 119,178/120,000** 

•k -k jV[p • 9 -jk- -A- 

-k -k gp . -k -k 

**Stats : ** 

**Vitality: ?** 

**Endurance: ?** 

**Strength: ?** 

**Skill: ?** 

**Bloodtinge : ?** 

**Arcane: ?** 

**Insight: ?** 

**Status Effects:** 

**Enraged** - 25% damage increase, 20% attack rate increase, 10% 
accuracy penalty. 

**Host of the Hunter's Dream -** 30% damage resistance from all 
sources of damage, 30% damage increase to enemies within the 
Dream . 

**Great One's Influence **- Inflicts 0.5% **Erenzy** effect per 
second on enemies when within 5-foot radius. 

**Mind of a Great One** - Lined with countless eyes, a Great One's 
mind allows the use of psychic attacks to overwhelm the mind of 
unenlightened enemies. 

**Body of a Great One** - Resistant to **Stagger** effect and 
visceral attacks, additional 15% damage resistance to physical, 
blood, and arcane attacks. 

{ } 

The Hunter, despite fighting and slaying so many horrors and 
abominations without so much as flinching, felt a harsh shiver run 
down his spine as his breathing grew increasingly panicked. The Great 
One, which he now knew as 'the Moon Presence, ' was even more 
formidable than he had thought. It had far more health than any other 
enemy he had fought before, and the true measure of its stats was 
hidden from even his ** [Observe] ** Skill. In contrast, he was still 
injured and exhausted from his fight with Gehrman. He was low on 
Quicksilver Bullets and Blood Vials, and whatever other supplies he 
had would probably have little to no effect on the thing he was 
facing . 


Ashton would likely not survive this fight... but as this thought 
occurred to him, he realized that he was not afraid. Before, even 
with the mental protection that his myriad of Skill and powers 



provided, he still felt a twinge of anxiety or dread whenever he 
faced a beast that was stronger and larger than the others. Now, 
however, as he rose to his full height and walked calmly towards the 
Moon Presence while it roared and charged at him, he felt no fear, no 
doubt, and no nervousness. 

All he felt was a fierce determination and a grim acceptance of 
whatever fate awaited him. He pulled out from his Inventory a worn, 
dust-covered human bone and grasped it firmly in his hand, the arcane 
power housed within it filling his body and forming a faint aura by 
his feet. When the Moon Presence lunged at him with the intent to 
skewer him with its spear-like claws, he disappeared in a cloud of 
mist and reappeared behind it. The Hunter took the opportunity 
presented to him and slashed furiously at the Great One's vulnerable 
rear, scoring a good dozen or so hits before the Moon Presence spun 
on its heel and slammed its hand into Ashton. The impact sent him 
flying into the lone tree on the flower-covered hill, a painful crack 
ringing in the air as the man let out a cry of pain. 

**HP: 6,423/14,800** 

Unwilling to leave himself open to any more attacks, the Hunter 
forced the pain out of his mind and jumped to his feet, dashing 
forward while he stowed Rakuyo away in his Inventory. In the few 
seconds it took for him to reach the Moon Presence, a long-barreled 
pistol and a long, silver claymore had appeared in his hands. Ashton 
swung the claymore down on the Moon Presence's head, the blade's edge 
impacting the bone-like structure with a small shower of sparks and 
leaving a shallow cut on its surface. The Hunter ducked down to avoid 
a swing of the Great One's arm and slashed his sword upwards at the 
offending limb, clipping the flesh of the arm and eliciting an 
unearthly wail of either pain or anger from the eldritch horror. The 
man preemptively 'blinked' backwards, disappearing and reappearing in 
a cloud of mist over a dozen feet away from his foe. 

The human's eyes flickered upwards to check what damage had done, and 
cursed under his breath. 

**Moon Presence** 

**HP: 107,605/120,000** 

It was going to take a while before he was going to make any real 
progress with slaying this otherworldly being. He would have to alter 
his fighting style to deal enough damage to make the effort of 
attacking worth it. With that in mind, he once again 'blinked' 
forward and used the strength of his legs to jump over the Moon 
Presence in a front-flip, using the movement of his body to 
momentarily drag his claymore along the creature's back while 
simultaneously firing several rounds from the long pistol into its 
body. As he landed on his feet behind his opponent, he swiveled on 
his heel and swung hard on the Great One's back legs, sending a 
stream of blood onto the ground and staining the surface of his blade 
with the being's inhuman ichor. 

Without warning, the horrific creature grasped at its head as light 
gathered around its body; realizing what was about to happen, Ashton 
tried to jump away but was too late to avoid the enormous burst of 
light that burned his eyes, nose, and skin. He landed on his back 
with a heavy thud, his breath knocked out of his lungs and his mind 



working frantically to get a grasp on the situation. Out of the 
corner of his eye he noticed the Moon Presence stalking towards him, 
a harsh growl emanating from within its throat. 

Ignoring the agony and lack of his breath that his body was 
experiencing, he clumsily rolled backwards and onto his feet, taking 
a moment to examine his health when his entire body seized up at what 
he saw. 

**HP: 1/14,800** 

Faint panic consumed his being as his attention returned to the 
enraged Great One that was poised to jump onto him and crush him 
beneath its weight. He dove to the side just as his larger foe landed 
on the patch of ground he previously occupied, then proceeded to 
hurriedly grab a Blood Vial and jam it into his side, a twinge of 
relief escaping in the form of a sigh as his health recovered by over 
two thousand. 

The Hunter was about to use another Blood Vial when the Moon Presence 
closed the distance between them and lunged at him, forcing him to 
roll underneath the Dream's Host to avoid the attack. Taking the 
small window of opportunity while the Great One turned to face him 
again, he injected the contents of the Blood Vial in his hands into 
himself and rose to his feet. Storing his pistol in his Inventory, he 
grasped his claymore with two hands as the blade became covered in 
ethereal green moonlight and sprinted at the Moon Presence. 

Ashton jumped just as the Great One reared its arm back to swipe at 
him, the tip of his moonlight-covered greatsword emitting a faint 
flash of white light before he plunged the blade into the neck of the 
abomination. The Moon Presence howled louder than he could have ever 
imagined as a spray of black ichor sprang from its rotting flesh; 
staggered, the eldritch being fell to its knees as Ashton summoned a 
burst of strength to rip his sword free through the side of his 
opponent's neck in a visceral attack. 

While the Great One bled and struggled to get to its feet, the Hunter 
glanced at its health. 

**Moon Presence** 

**HP: 90,132/120,000** 

He was certainly making progress, but he was only a quarter of the 
way into this fight. Using another of his remaining Blood Vials, he 
prepared for the Great One to retaliate as it looked him dead in the 
eyes- 

Agony. That was all his body felt for the next five seconds that 
seemed to stretched for eternity. His mind was assaulted with images 
and memories that were not his, and scratched at his burning eyes as 
his vision was filled with the sight of the horror in front of him 
growing and changing, shrieking endlessly as the vo**ices kept 
screaming in his ears and his brain. Their tormented wails echoing 
throughout every fiber of his being as the claws of couNTLESS BEASTS 
TORE AT HIS BODY, HIS HEART, HIS SOUL!** 

**THE GAZE OE THOUSANDS AND MILLIONS AND BILLIONS OE EYES EIXATED ON 
HIM AND JUDGING HIM LIKE THE WORTHLESS PILE OE ELESH HE WAS! HE COULD 



FEEL HIMSELE EALLING INTO AN ENDLESS BLACK VOID, THEIR EYES AND CLAWS 
AND SCREAMS NEVER ENDING! _MAKE IT STOP! MAKE THEM STOP! NO MORE! TOO 
MANY! PAIN, HUNGER, WANT, HATE, TERROR! IT WAS TOO MUCH! TOO 
MUCH !_** 

* * I j. * * 

**WArnIng! GaMer'$ mind oVerloaD$ng! $trEss 3xcee^in& mAx*MuM LiMIT$. 
CRA$H IMM!n*#t.** 

ic ic ^ j. lie iir 

_**THEY ARE ENDLESS, TIMELESS, AGELESS! GUIDED, MANIPULATED HUMANITY 
EOR AGES! THEY CAN'T BE STOPPED! THE MOON PRESENCE CAN'T BE STOPPED! 

I CAN'T! I CAN'T DO IT ANYM-**_ 

"Stop. " 

The sound of a single word, spoken with a woman's melodic voice that 
filled his entire being with serenity and calm, banished all of the 
demons and madness that were on the brink of consuming him 
entirely . 

"You are safe, now." 

All of the screams and the endless number of eyes watching him 
dissipated into nothing as he found himself laying in a field that 
seemed to stretch forever in every direction. The moon, no longer the 
color of blood and causing madness-induced whispers in his mind, hung 
in the sky amidst a sea of stars and illuminated the field with a 
faint white glow. 

Slowly, Ashton propped himself up with his elbows as he looked around 
in equal parts curiosity and weariness. The only things that seemed 
to exist were the field, himself, the moon, and the stars above. 
Several questions forced their way to the forefront of his mind, 'How 
did he get here? Why was he here? Who was the woman who spoke to 
him? ' 

The sound of flames crackling somewhere nearby dragged him away from 
his thoughts as he craned his neck to search for the source of the 
noise . 

Laying in the center of a circular patch of grey ash, in what the 
Hunter could only guess was the 'middle' of the field, was a 
campfire-sized flame of pure white that flickered and swayed in the 
windless air. Even from dozens of feet away, Ashton could feel the 
strange warmth that the flame emitted, an odd sense of familiarity 
and calm gradually washing over him. Within the depths of his mind, 
he could hear another woman's voice speaking with a clarity that he 
had never known could exist. 

_"In a world and an age long past, there existed only a dead land of 
grey shrouded in endless fog."_ 

The flame seemed to grow even brighter than before, almost inviting 
the Hunter to come closer to it. Eor a few moments, he simply stood 
where he was, frozen save for the gentle rise and fall of his 
chest . 



_"Then, from the cold and bleak existence of this world... Fire 
emerged . 

Then, finally, he began to walk towards the flame, which only grew in 
size and intensity as he drew closer to it. 

_"With Fire came Life and Death, Light and Dark... and most 
importantly, Hope . 

By the time the Hunter came within 20 feet of the flame, it was 
higher than many of the one-story buildings in Yharnam. Despite this, 
he wasn't being burnt to cinders from the intense heat that a fire 
that size should have had. Instead, all he felt was the soothing 
warmth of a campfire as he continued his approach. 

_"As Life gave birth to Man and Humanity carved out a place for 
themselves in the world, they faced countless threats that threatened 
to end their short existence. As Man's strongholds fell and countless 
lives were lost, it appeared to be the end..."_ 

Ashton stopped within arm's reach of the flame, his vision able to 
make out a faint silhouette standing within the center. 

_"Then, when all seemed lost, a warrior whose name was lost to 
History sacrificed everything by giving themselves to the Fire that 
had first created Man. As the Fire consumed the warrior, their ashes 
were imbued with the immense strength of their will and the Hope that 
they had for Man. As their ashes fell onto the remnants of Man and 
the world, a power unlike any other ignited in the hearts of 
Man. 

The Hunter, seeing that the figure reached its arms out towards him 
as if offering it to him, raised his own arm and extended it through 
the flame towards the silhouette. 

_"That power, which Man used to defeat the beings that desired their 
destruction, became knwon as the Soul . 

When their arms hands made contact with each other, time seemed to 
freeze as 


End 
f ile . 



